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Summary:
you (male demon) fuck andrew graves because clearly i hate incest and like fucking men

Notes:
dont ask me why reader is a demon i just watched manly's playthrough until they were sacrificing their parents and the demon was deadass like i want your brother ashley like is he a homosexual or what

im geniunely so horny for andrew and his slutty off shoulder sweater i wrote this in around 5minutes

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
 

“Oh ffuucckk- ” Andrew gasps out, tensing instinctively around the foreign intrusion as it’s shoved roughly in his ass. He buries his face into the pillows in hopes of stifling a moan; Ashley’s sleeping in the bed right next to his, after all, and she probably wouldn’t like being woken up to the sight of her brother being rawed by an unseen entity. He hisses as he clenches down around the length inside him, walls stretching to accommodate your sheer girth. A breathy whimper falls from his lips as he turns his head, trying to sneak a glimpse of you, the thing that’s probably about to plough him into the sheets. 

 

“At least, ngh!- take me out to dinner first,” he bites out, barely able to swallow a whine as the weight on top of him starts shifting, and you pull your entire dick out, leaving only the tip inside, before slamming back in with full force. Andrew’s back arches so hard he actually thinks it might snap in half, and he thanks whatever god is listening that his face is shoved back into the pillows, because he lets out a muffled cry, his vision actually flashing white for a second as he climaxes just from that. His dick twitches almost pathetically, the head flushed an angry red as it’s rubbed against the bed with every harsh push and pull of your thrusts, the friction mind-numbingly good, making him leak pre into a sad puddle under himself, adding to the already cum-stained sheets. The dry cleaning fee is going to be horrendous.   

 

You, as one would assume a demon to, doesn’t care about his recent orgasm and just continues fucking Andrew through his orgasm, punching little mewls and whimpers out from his chest, drawing sounds out of him he didn’t even know he could make. He can feel that monstrous length throbbing inside him, every forceful snap of your hips making his eyes roll back in their sockets and his toes curl in sheer euphoria. He can’t keep his noises in at this point, chanting a soft mantra of fuck yes, more, harder, and the sweetest of all, please. He sounds absolutely wrecked, and god if you don’t want to see how pretty he looks right now, feeling so good on your cock. So you flip him over easily, hiking his thighs up over your shoulders as you practically fold him in half, fucking him into the bed in a mating press. To your lust-addled mind, mating sounds really good right now. The idea of pumping him full of your seed, marking him, breeding him, making him yours… it turns you on more than you would’ve thought. Your hands find purchase in his hair as your fingers tangle themselves into his soft black locks, and you lean down to kiss him. It’s wet and sloppy, tongue against tongue and teeth clashing messily, saliva mixing and leaking out of both your mouths, and when you finally pull away, drool is smeared across his cheeks and it should really be gross but you can’t really bring yourself to give two shits. Andrew’s panting, his chest heaving, his eyes lidded and hazy with lust. You can practically see hearts in his eyes as you rock into him, making him sob in pleasure. Distantly, you note the spurts of milky liquid on his lower abdomen; he came again. It’s so cute how sensitive he is. 

 

You must’ve slowed down, because he starts getting antsy, whining and trying to grind himself against you; he has evidently lost all sense of pride and common sense. He links his arms around your neck and you want to slap yourself when you feel your heart thrum madly in your chest. He gazes up at you from under wet lashes, eyes big and pleading, looking so pretty with flushed cheeks, teeth tugging at his bottom lip, all red and kiss-swollen. Wordlessly, he starts sucking hickeys into your skin, and when he looks up again, his gaze is firmer, piercing. His message is clear: fuck me like you mean it. So you do. You resume the merciless pace from before, slamming into him so hard that the cheap motel bed is creaking under the sheer force of it, the headboard hitting the wall with every thrust. At this point, you’d be surprised if his sister could sleep through all this noise. 

 

You latch onto his hardened nipples, making him jolt, a surprised sort of choked sound escaping his throat. “ Fuck ,” he breathes, then, as he arches up into your wet heat of your mouth, “Coming , hng-! Please, I’m so close, I’m gonna-!” You can’t help but strain a grin as you notice his words slurring together the closer he gets to his peak. “Cum for me, baby,” you coo, taking his leaking dick into your grasp and palming at his shaft until he’s crying, bucking his hips desperately into your hand like a dog in heat until he’s spilling all over it. “So beautiful,” you sigh, pressing an adoring kiss to his temple as you continue to rock your hips against him, even as he whines in protest. “Just a bit more for me, baby, yeah? You’re so good, so perfect, did so well for me.” You see how his eyes flash hungrily at your words, even as he’s shaking his head no, I can’t s spilling from his lips. In a few more quick thrusts, you join him in tipping over the edge, a choked moan falling from your lips as you climax, filling him full of hot cum. He makes a soft sound of satisfaction at that, which almost gets you hard again, but you pointedly ignore it. 

 

You collapse on top of Andrew with a wry chuckle, not bothering to pull out, which makes him huff in irritation, the warm, fuzzy afterglow of post-orgasm already wearing off. “You’re heavy,” he spits, shoving you off without courtesy, making you grumble in mock-annoyance. His annoyance, however, seems to be very real. “I hate you.” You sigh, and just respond with a vague hum of acknowledgement. A pause. You hold your arms outstretched so he can find his space between them, the two of you slotting together like puzzle pieces. The silence stretches so long it’s almost embarrassing, even his face is buried in your chest and his head is tucked beneath your chin. “We’re never doing this again,” he finally grits out, though it has no real bite behind it, and he makes no move to pull away. 

 

“God!” Another voice, this one higher pitched and about a hundred times more insufferable. “Are you guys done fucking?! Some people are trying to sleep!” 